OXFORD FROM BOAR'S HILL
I HAD walked far along the Berkshire lanes, When the bare fields were furrowed by the plough, And that rich pomp wherein the summer wanes Fluttered in rags from every sapless bough.
Across my pathway stealthy darkness crept, The crimson sunset glories lost their flame, The countryside in quiet nightfall slept, When to a hilltop suddenly I came.
I saw dim houses clustering down the road, Trains rushed like fiery dragons through the night, And far beyond, in middle distance glowed The city of learning with its crown of light.
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